(1) 

A courteous person will always make
everyone around him feel at his best

and most alive no matter how superior

his knowledge, his breeding and so on,

he will bring to his meeting with another

person an absolutely genuine interest,

respect and concern for that person;

and above all, he will give him his whole

attention without curiosity or demand 

and so immediately communicate to the

other a freedom and sureness of which,

perhaps, he did not know himself to be

capable.



~ Helen M. Luke

(2)
A Fisherman’s Prayer

I pray that I may live to fish

until my dying day.

And when it comes to my last cast,

then I must humbly pray,

when in the Lord’s great landing net

and I peacefully sleep,

that in His mercy I be judged

big enough to keep

(3)
A Treasure for the King

The wise may bring their learning,

The rich may bring their wealth,

And some may bring their greatness,

And some bring strength and health:

We too will bring our treasures

To offer to the King:

We have no wealth of learning,

So, what shall we children bring?

We’ll bring Him hearts that love Him:

We’ll bring Him thankful praise,

And young souls meekly striving

To be with Him for all days:

And these shall be the treasures

We offer to the King,

For these are gifts that even

The smallest of us can bring.
(4)
AFTERGLOW

I’d like the memory of me

to be a happy one.

I’d like to leave an afterglow

of smiles when day is done.

I’d like to leave an echo

whispering softly down the ways,

of happy times, and laughing times

and bright and sunny days.

I’d like the tears of those who grieve

to dry before the sun

of happy memories I leave

behind ~ when day is done.

~ Helen Lowrie Marshall 

(5)

AND NOW …

May the BEAUTY of the flower gardens,

And the wide-open fields,

The STRENGTH of the snowcapped mountains,

And the silent streams,

The PEACE of the early morning’s dawn,

The evening’s ending,

And of the midnight,

The LOVE that builds the family,

And will bring peace into the world,

The WISDOM of sages, ancient and modern,

Be with you now and remain with you forever.

(6)

Beyond the rainbow’s farthest end, there lies

A land that’s always filled with love and light.

Where shadows never fall and dim the skies;

For in this lovely land, there is no night.

In this celestial place of joy and peace,

There is not time or space, no doubt or fear;

For those who come to it, all troubles cease.

All worldly difficulties disappear.

And though the loss of loved ones or of friends

Brings sorrows and is hard for us to bear.

If we could see beyond the rainbow’s end

We know that we could find them waiting there

In that celestial dwelling place above ~

The land of peace and joy, of light and love.
(7)

Comfort

In everybody’s garden


a little rain must fall

Or life’s sweetest


fairest flowers,

Wouldn’t grow and


bloom at all.

And though the


clouds hang heavy

So heavy.


Oh!


My friend.

I’m sure that God who


sends the shower

Will send the


rainbow’s end.
(8)

Crossing the Bar

Sunset and evening star,

     And one clear call for me,

And may there be no moaning of the bar,

     When I put out to sea.

But such a tide as moving seems asleep,

     Too full for sound and foam,

When that which drew from out the boundless deep

     Turns again home.

Twilight and evening bell,

     And after that the dark!

And may there be no sadness of farewell,

     When I embark;

For tho’ from out our bourne of time and place

     The flood may bear me far,

I hope to see my Pilot face to face

     When I have crossed the bar.

Alfred Tennyson

(9)

Don’t grieve for me, for now I’m free.

I’m following the path God laid, you see.

I took His hand when I heard His call.

I turned my back and left it all.

I could not stay another day.

To laugh, to love, to work, to play.

Tasks left undone must stay that way.

I found peace at the close of day.

If my parting has left a void

Then fill it with remembered joys:

A friendship shared, a laugh, a kiss …

Oh yes, these things I too will miss.

Be not burdened with times of sorrow.

I wish you the sunshine of tomorrow.

My life’s been full, I savored much:

Good friends and family.

Perhaps my time seemed all too brief.

Lift up your heart and peace to thee.

God wanted me now,

He set me free.

(10)
Eternal Color

In spring, tree’s leaves were merely buds

when everything was new.

They couldn’t shade, nor hide a bird,

but everyday they grew.

Now autumn’s here, and leaves have turned

from summertime’s full bloom.

They separate from branch, their home,

and snow will be their tomb.

How sad that when they’re at their peak

it’s time for them to go.

Yet how colorful they made this world;

It was God’s plan, I know.

Your life, too, was most beautiful;

how brightly shown your heart.

For now, my friend, you’ve joined the leaves,

and from us, did depart.

Separated from us on earth

you’ve joined the Lord above.

We’ll miss you here, our dearest friend,

But glad you taught us love.

~LeeAnn Abell

(11)

FINAL HARVEST

He was bound to the land from the day of his birth

His roots anchored deep I the fertile earth

Nurtured, sustained, by the soil he grew

And his life, like his furrows, ran straight and true.

In faith, each spring, he planted the seeds

In hope, to reap his family’s needs

With patience, he waited for the harvest to come

To gather the fruits of his labor home.

Ever turning seasons, the years sped past

Till the final harvest came at last

Then claimed anew by beloved sod

He was gathered home to be with God.

~Barbara W. Weber

(12)

For years I’ve been a miner,

I worked every day in the mine,

But I am no longer a miner,

I’ve come to the end of the line.

I worked beneath the ground like the others,

Hard knocks I’ve had quite a few.

Now my prayer for you my brothers,

is that God will watch over you.

May he throw His great arms

round you and from harm keep everyone free.

I’ll be very lonesome without you,

Since it is quitting time forever for me.

(13)

FRAGRANT GARDEN

Forever-fragrant garden

With beauty all around

Blossoms of the rarest kind

Can easily be found

No winter’s chill now comes to me

No need to be disheartened

I’ll rest here now, forevermore

In God’s eternal garden

(14)

I slipped into the night surrounded by my family, enveloped in the Love of all those who have come and gone before me.  

It was quiet for a moment and then there was rejoicing when I recognized all who have been waiting for me.  

My spirit is young and vibrant and free again.

I am at peace,
and just know that I am here to take your hand when you come home.

(15)
I still find each day too short

For all the thoughts I want to think,

All the walks I want to take,

All the books I want to read,

And all the friends I want to see

The longer I live 

The more my mind dwells 

Upon the beauty

And wonder of the world

By John Burroughs
(16)
   “If a man does not have

peace with his companions,

   perhaps it is because he

hears a different drummer.

   Let him step to the music

which he hears, however

   measured or far away.”
~ Henry David Thoreau

(17)

If this were my last day I’m almost sure

I’d spend it working in my garden.  I

Would dig about my little plants, and try

To make them happy, so they would endure

Long after me.  Then I would hide secure

Where my green arbor shades me from the sky,          
And watch how bird and bee and butterfly

Came hovering to every flower lure.

Then, as I rested, perhaps a friend or two,

Lovers of flowers would come,

And we would walk

About my little garden paths and talk

Of peaceful times when all the world

Seemed true.

This may be my last day, for all I know;

What a temptation just to spend it so!

~ Anne Higginson

(18)

I’m Free
Don’t grieve for me for now I’m free
I’m following the path God laid for me.

I took his hand when I heard him call

I turned my back and left it all.

I could not stay another day

To laugh, to love, to work or play

Tasks left undone must stay that way.

I found peace at the close of the day.

If my parenting has left a void

Then fill it with remembered joy.

A friendship shared, a laugh, a kiss

Ah yes, these things I too will miss.

But not be burdened with time of sorrow,

I wish you the sunshine tomorrow.

My life’s been full. I’ve savored too much;

Good friends, good times and loved ones’
Touch.

Perhaps my time seemed all too brief

Don’t lengthen it now with undue grief.

Lift up your ears and share with me.

God wanted me now. He sent me free.

Author Unknown
(21)

Love

What does it mean to say

I love you?

It means

I treasure you

who you are,

what you are

but even more ~

what you are becoming.

When I say I love you

I see you as you are ~

beautifully and wondrously made;

special and unique,

like no one else

in all God’s universe.

When I say I love you

they are not words of ownership

but of thanksgiving.

freedom, not bondage,

loving the you, you are!

When I say I love you

I see in you

revealed in you

the potential of all

that God created

you to be.

When I say I love you

I acknowledge oneness,

with God,

with you,

with all the universe.

I am saying thank you to

God,

that you have touched my life

and I yours

thereby enriching us both.

Many blessing of Love and Joy.

(22)

May the road rise up to

meet you,

May the wind be always at

your back,

May the sun shine warm

upon your face,

The rains fall soft upon

your fields,

And until we meet again,

May God hold you in the

palm of His hand.

Traditional Irish Prayer

(23)

Memorial Poem

When I die if you need to weep

Cry for your brother or sister

Walking the street beside you

And when you need me

Put your arms around anyone

And give them what you need to 

Give to me.

I want to leave you something

Something better than

Words or sounds.

Look for me in the people

I’ve known or loved

And if you cannot give me away

At least let me live in you eyes and

Not in your mind.

You can love me most by letting

Hands touch hands

By letting bodies  touch bodies

And letting go of children that need

To be free.

Love doesn’t die, people do

So when all that’s left of me is love

Give me away.



~ Anonymous

(24)
Once

Once upon a time…,

A light traveled the universe.

It sailed though time,

And through space,

Seeking its soul.

An empty spirit,

Searching the dark heavens,

For the soul, and the light,

The spirit that searched in return.

…You are the light that completes my soul,

…The soul that completes my journey

By Blair Farrell Thomson
(25)

             On Eagle’s Wings

And He will raise you up on eagle’s wings,


Bear you on the breath of dawn,

Make you to shine like the sun,


And hold you in the palm of His hand.

~Michael Joncas

(26)

OUT WHERE THE WEST BEGINS

Out where the handclasp’s a little stronger,

Out where the smile dwells a little longer,

That’s where the West begins;

Out where the sun is a little brighter,

Where the snows that fall are a trifle whiter,

Where the bonds of home are a wee bit tighter,

That’s where the West begins.

Out where the skies are a trifle bluer,

Out where friendship’s a little truer,

That’s where the West begins.

Out where a fresher breeze is blowing,

Where there’s laughter in every streamlet flowing,

Where there’s more of reaping and less of sowing,

That’s where the West begins.

Out where the world is in the making,

Where fewer hearts with despair are aching,

That’s where the West begins.

Where there’s more of singing and less of sighing,

Where there’s more of giving and less of buying,

And a man make’s friends without half trying,

That’s where the West begins.

~Arthur Chapman
(27)

“People so seldom say, I love

you, and then it’s either too

late or love goes.  So, when I 

tell you I love you, it doesn’t

mean I know you’ll never go,

  only that I wish you didn’t

                  have to.”

~ Lawrence Craig-Green

(28)

Post Humus

        By Patti Tana

Scatter my ashes in my garden

   so I can be near my loves.

Say a few honest words, sing a gentle song,

   join hands in a circle of flesh.

Please tell some stories about me

   making you laugh.  I love to make you laugh.

When I’ve had time to settle, and green

   gathers into buds, remember that I love blossoms

   bursting into spring.  As the season ripens

   remember my persistent passion.

And if you come in my garden

   on an August afternoon

   pluck a bright red globe,

   let juice run down your chin and the seeds

   stick to your cheek.  When I’m dead

   I want folks to say:  That __________,

   She sure was some tomato!



Lori Burkhalter, Untitled

(29)

SAFELY HOME

I am home in Heaven, dear ones;

Oh, so happy and so bright!

There is perfect joy and beauty

In this everlasting light.

All the pain and grief is over,

Every restless tossing passed;

I am now at peace forever,

Safely home in Heaven at last.

Did you wonder why I so calmly

Trod the valley of the shade?

Oh!  But Jesus’ love illumined

Every dark and fearful glade.

And He came Himself to meet me

In that way so hard to tread;

And with Jesus’ arm to lean on,

Could I have one doubt or dread?

Then you must not grieve so sorely,

For I love you dearly still;

Try to look beyond earth’s shadows,

Pray to trust our Father’s will.

There is work still waiting for you,

So you must not idly stand;

Do it now, while life remaineth ~

You shall rest in Jesus’ land.

When that work is all completed,

He will gently call you Home;

Oh, the rapture of that meeting,

Oh, the joy to see you come!

(30)

Sleeping in the Forest

I thought the earth remembered me,

she took me back so tenderly,

arranging her dark skirts,

her pockets full of lichens and seeds.

I slept as never before, a stone on the riverbed,

nothing between me and

the white fire of the stars but my thoughts,

and they floated light as moths,

among the branches of the perfect trees.

All night I heard

the small kingdoms breathing around me,

the insects, and the birds

who do their work in the darkness.

All night I rose and fell,

as if in water, grappling with a luminous doom.

By morning I had vanished at least a dozen times

into something better.

(31)

STAIRWAY TO PARADISE
Inspired by the beauty

That each day tends to give

We set out on a journey

To find how best to live

We walk by faith and not by sight

As step-by-step we climb

Upon this stairway, upward,

Toward Heaven’s paradise

The steps are sometimes difficult

But each day made complete

By treasured moments that we share

And a promised place of peace

Finally our steps ascend

Beyond the veil of life

Destiny unfolds in glory

In heaven’s paradise

(32)
SUCCESS
He has achieved success who has lived well,

laughed often, and loved much; who has

enjoyed the trust of pure women, the respect

of intelligent men and the love of little

children, who has filled his niche and

accomplished his task; who has left the

world better than he found it, whether an

improved poppy, a perfect poem, or a

rescued soul, who has always looked for the

best in others and given them the best he

had, whose life was an inspiration, whose

memory a benediction.
(33)

TAPS

Day is done, gone the sun

from the lake, from the hill,

from the sky.

All is well, safely rest, God is nigh.

Thanks and praise for our days

neath the sun, neath the stars,

neath the sky.

As we go, this we know, God is nigh.

(34)

The butterfly emerges


from its silken shell ~

Reborn it arises,


no longer bound to earth.

Free at last, the butterfly glides


to heights unknown before.

So do our loved ones find


a beautiful release

As, earthbound no more,


they leave our sight and joyfully rise


to a garden of matchless beauty,


a place of light and peace.




~ Evelyn Phillips

(35)

THE GARDEN OF PRAYER
Quiet place of refuge

From trouble I am safe

Nothing there can harm me

My cry brings His embrace

He lifts me to His vantage point

Such beauty I can see

My prayers arising to His hearing

His grace will carry me

Though I walk through valleys deep

And places filled with sorrow

Each visit to that secret place

Gives hope for each tomorrow

So I will go there often

And linger there to hear

His footsteps in the garden

As my prayer brings Him near

(36)

THE GARDEN OF PROMISE
There is a place, I have been told,

Beyond an open gate

All have been invited

Where friends and loved ones wait

It holds eternal promise

Of everlasting peace

No pain or sorrow ever comes

And teardrops there have ceased

Abundant life is evident

Constant, fresh and new

A garden of provision

With Eternity in view

The promise is awaiting

A place we can abide

Fulfilled for all who answer

The call to come inside

(37)

The Legend of the Dogwood

   At the time of the Crucifixion the dogwood

attained the size of the oak and other forest

trees.  So strong and firm was the wood it was

chosen as the timber for the cross.

   To be thus used for such a cruel purpose

greatly distressed the tree and Jesus, nailed

upon it, sensed this and in His gentle pity for 

all sorrow, said to it:  “Because of your regret

and pity for My suffering, I make you this 

promise:  Never again shall the dogwood tree

grow large enough to be used for a Cross.

Henceforth it shall be slender and shall be

bent and twisted, and its blossoms shall be 

in the form of a cross ~ two long and two 

short petals.”

   “And in the center of the outer edge of

each petal there will be nail prints.  And in 

the center of the flower, brown with rust and

stained with blood, will be a crown of thorns ~

so that all who see it will remember it was

upon a dogwood tree that I was crucified,

and this tree shall not be mutilated nor

destroyed but cherished and protected as 

a reminder of My agony and death upon the

Cross.”

(38)

THE LIGHT OF PEACE
Many waters I have sailed

Throughout the voyage of life

Over waters tranquil

Free of pain and strife

Sometimes tossed in raging storms

Though never left alone

There was a light that beckoned me

Toward the shores of home

Always in the distance

This beacon I could see

Giving me direction

As I sailed upon life’s sea

My journey is completed now

The tide is drifting in

My vessel moves on gentle waves …

Eternity begins

(39)

The tide recedes

but leaves behind

bright seashells

on the sand,

The sun goes down,

but gentle warmth

still lingers on the land,

The music stops,

and yet it echoes on

in sweet refrains …

For every joy

that passes,

something beautiful

remains.

(40)

Then You Know

If you have lived in the mountains

Then you’ve held the hand of God;

You’ walked the path of beauty

Along the road you trod;

You’ve felt the springtime showers,

Been caressed by the golden sun,

Lived and laughed with nature

From dawn until day is done.

If you have lived in the mountains

Then your heart has known a peace;

              Your mind, a rich contentment,

While cares and troubles cease;

The whole outdoors your mansion,

Each bird and bee your friend,

And Mother Nature close at hand

With untold joys to lend.

If you have lived in the mountains

Then you’ve been truly blessed,

Known the thrill of working

And found a peace in rest,

The spacious gorgeous hilltops,

The blue skies overhead.

I f you have lived in the mountains

What a wonderful life you have led.

By Garnett Ann Schultz

(41)

There is a list of folks I know

All written in a book.

And every year at Christmas time

I go and take a look.

And that is when I realize that

These names are a part

Not of the book they’re written in

But of my very heart.

For each name stands for someone

Who has touched my life sometime.

And in that meeting they’ve become

The “Rhythm of the Rhyme”.

I really feel I am composed

Of each remembered name.

And while you may not be aware,

Of feeling quite the same

My life is so much better

Then it was before you came.

For once that you have known someone

The years can not erase

The memory of a pleasant word

Or of a friendly face.

So never think my Christmas cards

Are just a mere routine

Of names upon a list,

Forgotten in between.

For when I send a Christmas card

That is addressed to you

It is because you’re on that list

Of folk I’m indebted to.

And whether I’ve known you

For many years or few,

In some way you have had a part

In shaping things I do.

So every year when Christmas comes,

I just realize anew

The biggest gift that God can give

Is knowing folks like you!!



~Author Unknown

(42)

To do your will was my desire.

To live in You, Lord, was my life.

To spread Your love through all the earth

To find in You the joy of life.

All of my days, I sang your praise,

Through all of my days, 

You were my light,

You shone forth through all my years,

And joyously, You’ve brought me home.

Author unknown

(43)

To Grandfather…..

My Grandfather always the special one

and I always thought I would have a son

to name for you-

Your life spent giving to the people out there

a family evolved from your nurturing care.

Not a child yours by birth-

yet so many claim your hearth.

All look upon you as their own,

a special love, carefully sewn.

Giving forever to those who aren’t mine,

Continuing the circle, moving in time.

I look inside and wonder if I can

follow the steps of such a man-

My Grandfather!

(44)

To Laugh often and much;

To win the respect of intelligent people

   And the affection of children;

To earn the appreciation of honest critics

   And endure the betrayal of false friends;

To appreciate beauty;

To find the best in others;

To leave the world a little better place

Than we found it, whether by a healthy child,

   A garden patch or a redeemed social

Condition;

To know even one life breathed easier 

Because

   You lived;

   … This is to have lived well.
~ Bessie Anderson Stanley

(45)

To the living I am gone

To the sorrowful I will never return

To the Angry I was cheated

But to the happy I am at peace

And to the faithful I have never left

I cannot speak, but I can listen

I cannot be seen, but I can be heard

So as you stand upon a shore, gazing at a beautiful sea

Remember me….

Remember me in your heart, in your thoughts, 

And the memories of the time we loved,

The memories of the time we shared

For if you always think of me

I will never have gone

-Unknown

(46)

Togetherness

Death is nothing at all – I have only slipped away into the next room. Whatever we were to each other, that we are still.  Call me by my old familiar name, speak to me in the easy way which you always used.  Laugh as we laughed at the little jokes we enjoyed together. Play, smile, think of me, pray for me.  Let my name be the household word that it always was. Let it be spoken without effort. Life means all that it ever meant.  It is the same as it ever was; there is absolutely unbroken continuity.  Why should I be out of your mind because I am out of your sight?  I am but waiting for you, for an interval, somewhere very near just around the corner. All is well.  Nothing is past; nothing is lost. One brief moment and all will be as it was before - only better, infinitely happier and forever – we will be one together with Christ. 

(47)

WHAT IS A FIREMAN?

He is just like you and me,

yet he stands taller than most of us.

He is a fireman.

He puts it all on the line

when the bell rings.

A fireman is the most fortunate

and least fortunate of men.

He is a gentle man.

He is a man who appreciates

simple pleasure of life;

- hot coffee held in numb

unbending fingers

- the camaraderie of brave men,

willing to risk their lives daily

- the divine peace and selfless service

of a job well done:

He doesn’t criticize others or

shout obscenities.

When he marches, it is to

honor a fallen comrade.

He doesn’t preach the

brotherhood of man.  He lives it.

Heaven holds a special place

for our firemen.

(48)

When I am gone, release me, let me go -
I have so many things to see and do.
You mustn't tie yourself to me with tears
Be happy that we had so many beautiful years.
 

I gave to you my love.  You can only guess
How much you gave to me in happiness.
I thank you for the love you each have shown,
but now it's time I traveled on alone.
(49)

When I come to the end of the day

   And the sun has set for me

I want no rites in a gloom-filled room.

   Why cry for a soul set free?

Miss me a little, but not too long

   And not with your head bowed low.

Remember the love we once shared~

   Miss me, but let me go.

For this a journey we all must take

   And each must go alone.

It’s all a part of the Maker’s plan,

   A step on the road to home.

When you are lonely and sick at heart

   Go to the friends we know

And bury your sorrows in doing good deeds~

   Miss me, but let me go.

(50)

WHEN I MUST LEAVE YOU
When I must leave you

for a little while

Please do not grieve

and shed wild tears

And hug your sorrow to you

through the years

But start out bravely

with a gallant smile;

And for my sake

and in my name,

Live on and do all things

the same,

Feed not your loneliness

on empty days,

But fill each waking hour

in useful ways,

Reach out your hand

in comfort and in cheer

And I in turn

will comfort you

And hold you near;

And never, never

be afraid to die,

For I am waiting 

for you in the sky!

(51)

WHEN I’M GONE

When I come to the end

of my journey

And I travel my last weary mile,

Just forget if you can,

that I ever frowned

And remember only the smile.

Forget unkind words I have spoken;

Remember some good I have done,

Forget that I ever had a headache

And remember that I’ve had

loads of fun.

Forget that I have stumbled and

blundered

And sometimes fell by the way,

Remember I have fought

some hard battles

And won, ere the close of the day,

Then forget to grieve for my going,

I would not have you sad for a day,

But in summer

just gather some flowers

And remember

the place where I lay,

And come in the evening

When the sun paints

the sky in the west

Stand for a few moments beside me

And remember only my best.

(52)

WHEN MOTHER PRAYS

I pray that naught may take from me

The vision of her face,

As I beheld her kneeling there

Within that sacred place.

Its memory oft has turned my feet away

From paths of sin,

And shown to me the narrow way

That I might walk therein.

On foreign shore, or safe at home,

Or tempest~tossed at sea,

I know each evening, just at dusk

My Mother prays for me.




~ Laura Blakeley

(53)

WHEN MY SOUL TAKES FLIGHT

Lord, when my soul takes flight,

may it rise swiftly to live forever

in your love and care.







(19)


I’m Not Here





Do not stand by my grave and weep


for I’m not there, I do not sleep


I am a thousand winds that blow


I am the diamonds glint on snow


I am the sunlight on ripened grain


I am the gentle autumn’s rain





When you awaken in morning’s hush


I am the swift uplifting rush


Of quiet birds in circle flight


I am the soft stars that shine at night


Do not stand at my grave and cry


I am not there, I did not die.





























(20)





Leaf after leaf drops off,


     flower after flower,


Some in the chill,


     some in the warmer hour:


Alive they flourish,


     and alive they fall,


And the Earth who nourished them


     receives them all.


Should we, her wiser sons,


     be less content


To sink into her lap


     when life is spent?





	~ Walter Savage Landor











